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THE SCOTTISH LOOM BOY; 

Or, Memoir of Alexander Edington, who died January 1, 1828, 
aged 18 years. The following is the third chapter of this book, 
which may be found at Mr. James Lorine’s Sabbath School 
Book Store, 132 Washington Street. 

His behavior in the Family as a Son and Brother. 

What Alexander learned, he carefully and consci- 
entiously practised. T’o his parents, he was scfupu- 
lously obedient in all things; and unweariedly en- 
deavored to please and make them happy. He was 
equally distant from the temper of those children, 
who when they receive the commands of their pa- 
rents, peevishly or passionately say, No: and that 
cf those young hypocrites, who flatter their parents 
with promises of obedience, which, however, if they 
can help it, they have no intention to fulfil. His 
obedience was what it ought to be, prompt, cheer- 
ful, and uniform ; a circumstance which, while it 
made his parents feel the stroke which separated 
him from them far more painfully, now accompa- 
nies their remembrance of him with a joy, which 
the death of disobedient children never can yield 
to their weeping fathers and mothers. Let this 
thought, added to all your obligations to filial love, 
excite you my young friends, to ‘‘ honor and obey” 
those whom God requires you to obey, and whom 
every tie of nature obliges you to obey. 

There are many young people, who when ming- 
ling with strangers, lay themselves under restraints, 
and contrive to appear very gentle and very inof- 
fensive, who are rude, and provoking, and turbu- 
lent in the bosom of their families; who seem to 
think that the close ties of kindred by which they 
are bound to their brothers and sisters, give them 
alicense not only to be more familiar with them, 
than with strangers, but to treat them with indiffer- 
ence, and freely to indulge in unkind looks, harsh 
words, and abusive treatment—behavior most unbe- 
coming, most unchristian, and which cannot be 
too strongly feprobated. ee 

Such behavior, I need not tell you, the amiable 
subject of these remarks never did display. What 
be was in public, that he was at the fireside, The 




















mild, meek, peaceable Sabbath scholar, was a kind | length of time during which it was continued by 
and most affectionate brother, never using towards! him. So far as I can judge, it must have taken 


his brother and sisters that irritating language, 
which is such a fruitful source of quarrels in fami- 
lies; never provoking them to wrath, but by his 


| place somewhat prior to his twelfth year; for after 
that age, I beHeve he was seldom absent from the 
| public ordinances of religion on Sabbath days. It 


words and conduct, exciting them td’ love and good | had been carried on by him for a considerable time 


works. 
of those who love one another, d#not feel, a ten- 


der concern for the spiritual and eternal welfare of 


his brother and sisters. ‘The things which he had 
learned of religion, he was anxious to communicate 
tothem. The improprieties of conduct into which 
they occasionally fell, he felt painfully, and some- 
times sharply reproved; but it was evident that it 
was the sincerest affection for them, which dicta- 
ted these reproofs. Sometimes he informed his fa- 
ther of their misconduct, but never till he saw that 
his own counsels were fruitless; and when on these 
occasions his father lifted the rod of chastisement, 
he seemed to feel more than the sufferer himself. 

But to show you how near to his heart lay their 
religious improvement, I shall state a fact; and, 
I pray God, that the statement of it may be bless- 
ed, as the means of leading every one of you, whom 
the Divine Spirit has taught to pray, and who may 
be similarly circumstanced, to follow his lovely ex- 
ample. 


He felt, what alas, too many children, even { 


ere his parents were aware of it, and their delight 
we may be sure was great when they were made 
acquainted with it, not by himself, but by a yeung- 
er member of the family. 

You will probably be expecting to hear that such 
conduct, on his part, produced much good fruit 
among them, who were so much the object of his 
brotherly affection and care. I hope that it has; 
and that as they grow up in life, they will be found 
walking in that way of holiness and peace, in which 
he was so anxious to lead them. But you are nev- 
er to forget, that the best instructions and exam- 
ples must be accompanied with the divine blessing, 
or they will prove ineffectual to secure any good. 
For this blessing on his humble endeavors,to impress 
the minds of his brother and sisters, he prayed, and 
we trust God -will graciously answer his prayers. 
One good effect flowing from his instructions and 
example was visible,—a high degree of reverence 
and love for himself, which all of them felt and dis- 
played. His word had an influence over them, 





When on Sabbath days, his parents had gone to } not inferior to that of his father. 


the house of prayer to worship God, they commit- 
ted the care of the younger children to Alexander. 
On these occasions, he acted more like the father, 
than the brother; more like a man, than a boy. 
He read to them interesting passages from the sa- 
cred Scriptures, and other good books, catechised 
them, and pointed ont to them, so far as he was 
able, that way in which they ought te go—that 
course of life which they ought to pursue. Afler 
spending a considerable time with them in these 
exercises, and having shut the door, and secured 
himself from interruption, he engaged with them 
in the worship of that God to whoin he had been 








endeavoring toleadthem. He engaged in singing, 
reading, and prayer,—a scene on which the Chris- 
tian eye rests with delight,—yea, looking down 
from their temple in the heavens, and beholding, 
amidst much inconsideration,irreligion and profani- 
ty in the rising generation, an altar erected to 
their God by a child, and surrounded by children, 
angels themselves would rejoice. 

On one of these occasions, the passage of Scrip- 
ture which he read, and endeavored to expound, 
was the concluding part of the Epistle to the Ephe- 
sians, in which the apostle states, and inculcates 
various relative duties, beginning with the impor- 
tant exhortation: ‘‘ Be ye therefore followers of 
God, us dear children ; and walk in love as Christ 
also hath loved us, and hath given himself for us, an 
offering and a sacrifice to God, of a sweet smelling 
savour.” At another time, the subject which he 
read was the account given by the Evangelist Mat- 
thew of the sufferings of our Redeemer in the gar- 
den of Gethsemane, and on the cross of Calvary. 
A part of his observations on this interesting part 
of sacred History, is still recollected by one of his 
little auditory, and was nearly as follows: ‘ Some 
may think on reading of the sufferings which God 
inflicted on his only begotten and well-beloved Son, 
that he was cruel,—but you'must not think that he 
was cruel. It was from love to us that these suf- 
ferings were inflicted on Christ. God did not hate 
his Son when he inflicted these things upon him— 
he loved him; and, O! how great then must be 
his love to sinners, that to save them, he should 
afflict his own Son so severely.” 

At what particular period he began this exercise, 
cannot now be determined, nor can we state the 


I have now exhibited your departed school-fellow 
in different aspects and relations: as occupying a 
place in the family,and a seat in the Sabbath school, 
as a son,a brother,andcompanion. I shall, in the 
next chapter, state what were his views of Chris- 
tianity, and what their influence on his dispositions 
and conduct—on his heart and life. 














NARRATIVE. 


A WARNING TO CARELESS YOUTH. 
Furnished by a Clergyman. 

In the central part of New England, there lives 
a gentleman, whom I shall call Mr. O., witha 
young family, in prosperous business and of res- 
pectable standing in society. The wife only is 
hopefully pious, though the whole family respect 
religious institutions, and the children are religi- 
ously educated ; while more than ordinary attention 
is paid to the cultivation of their intellect and the 
improvement of their manners. The family had 
risen up and gone on smoothly in life, without any 
of those scenes of affliction and adversity which 
damp worldly ardor and sink the spirit. It is rare 
for a real christian to be so much indulged, and to 
be borne on so pleasantly by the gales of success, 
surrounded by promising children, as was Mrs. O. 
But God was holding in his hand, though unseen, 
the rod of correction ; and was about to write emp- 
tiness and vanity upon all the worldly prosperity of 
this interesting family. The cup however which 
divine Providence was preparing, was to be sweet- 
ened with mercy. The children, though regular, 
moral, and respectable, were gay and thoughtless, 
like other youth ; and were calculating much upoa 
the world to make them happy. and apparently 
thinking of no higher good. In the spring of 1830, 
the second daughter aged 17 years, was taken un- 
well. I was soon convinced, contrary to the views 





_of herself and her friends, that her case was hope- 


less, and endeavored in a gentle way to produce 
the same conviction in them, to prepare their minds 
for the issue. 

Less than three weeks before her death, express- 
ing as she did, a hope of soon regaining her flesh, 
which had been wasting, I inquired if she ever 
thought that she might not recover? She answer- 











ed in the affirmative. Question. ‘* What are yeur 
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views and feelings when you think so?’ Ans. ‘“‘I 
cannot tell you; I should feel very differently res- 
pecting the issue of my sickness, if I had religion.” 
Q. “Are you convinced that you have no relig- 
ion?” A.‘ Yes.” I proceeded in conversation, 
as I thought the state of her mind and situation re- 
quired. She was mv-h affected. I left the house 
after making a prayer’, and receiving a request to 
visit her a8 often as I could. I called repeatedly, 
and almost every day for a week previous to her 
death. From the time she was informed that she 
might not recover, her seriousness increased, her 
impressions deepened,and her convictions of sin,and 
her perceptions of divine truth, became more clear 
and distressing; while she retained her reason strong 
and uninterrupted. What follows is penned from re- 
collection asa part of her conversation with me,and of 
her discourse during the last two weeks of her life, 
which may present divine truth and the state of 
her mind for the benefit of the youthful reader. 

“Do you expect ever to get better?” A. 
**T think there may be a small chance, if I can be 
relieved from this cough.” ‘I hope, M. you will 
give up all expectation of recovering, as you can 
live but a little while, and make it your great con- 
cern to prepare to meet your God.” M. “ Do pray 
for me. I want all christian people to pray 
for me.” I replied, ‘* you must pray for yourself.” 
M. “I dotry to pray, but the sacrifice of the wick- 
ed is an abomination to the Lord. Iam afraid I 
shall die without religion. I am distressed for my 
soul. Iam trying to seek after God ; do you think 
that I shall find mercy, if I continue to seek him ?” 
I replied, ‘* If you seek him with your whole heart, 
you have a promise of finding mercy: but the 
same direction given to inquiring sinners by the 
Apostles in their day, isto be given now: ‘ Repent 
and believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou 
shalt be saved.’ We cannot hope that God will 
forgive sin that is unrepented of and unforsaken ; 
and there is no repentance unto life, but what ari- 
ses from godly sorrow. God requires your heart 
now, and he is infinitely worthy of it. ‘The case of 
the prodigal son, shows the spirit with which you 
must return to God, and the readiness with which 
he accepts the penitent sinner.” 

At another time she observed, ‘Il am a great 
sinner.” Q. ‘“ How do you know that you are a 
great sinner?” A. ‘0, it can’t be otherwise ; 
for | have always been living without God in the 
world; I hare been breaking his laws, abusing his 
grace, and disregarding his instructions. My sin 
is so great, I fear it can never be forgiven.” She 
was told that Christ died to save the chief of sin- 
ners, who Would come to him ; and that we had his 
word for it, that whosoever should come to him he 
would in no wise cast out.’ ‘* But ! have sinned 
so long, and neglected my soul, that I am afraid 
there is no mercy for me. I viewed death at a dis- 
tance. I did not think that I should be called to 
die so soon; and now here I am on a sick bed un- 
prepared for death. O,that I had listened to your 
sermons, and warnings, and instructions which | 
heard when in health! How just it would be, if 
God should cast me off and send me to hell! I fear 
that I shall never find relief in my mind.” She 
suggested the thought that I should get several 
ministers together and pray for her. She was told 
that she must not rely upon friends, christians or 
ministers, to help her : but that she must go direct- 
ly to Christ as her physician and only Saviour 
‘‘Come unto me all ye that labor and are heavy 
laden, and J will give you rest.” No other could 
do her any good; that she must submit to God, 
and leave herself at the disposal of his sovereign 
and unmerited mercy. 

At another: time she said, ‘‘ O, sir, I find no re- 
lief in my mind; I can neither eat nor sleep, and 
it will soon wear me out. [am not willing to go 
to hell and be an enemy of God forever.” She was 
reminded that God required her to love and trust 
in him and in the scheme of his grace, that she 
might not perish. Q. “ Are you not willing to be 
in God's hand, and resign all up to him, soul anc 
body, for him to do his pleasure?” A. ‘ Yes, I 
hope I have resigned all to him; all is right that 
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he does.” Q. ‘“ How does Christ appear to you?” ; 
A. ‘ Most lovely—he is precious. But I do not, 
love him as I ought; I am not right, or else 1) 
should have relief in my mind. 1 wish I could tell | 
you my ‘feelings; such a burden of sin upon my 
soul. QO, could I obtain relief, would God grant 
me forgiveness, my tongue should praise him to all 
eternity. It would be some little relief to my mind 
if I could weep! but [ cannot shed a tear; my 
sorrow is too deep for tears. I mourn that I 
have sinned against a holy God and dishonored 
his name. O how vile I have been. I fear my 
sins can never be forgiven.” Q. ‘‘ May not the 
reason that you do not find relief, be this, that you 
may be restif® on something else than the grace 
of God and the atoning merits of a crucified Sav- 
ior?” <A. ‘It. may be so, but I have nothing to 
trust in. I have entreated God, who knows all my 
heart, to discover to me any thing wrong, and 4o 
take it away. O, that I were washed from all my 
sin, that God would make me holy as he is holy. 
I mourn to think what a sinner I have been. 
It seems as though my heart would break for my 
sin.’ She was reminded that a broken heart and a 
contrite spirit are the sacrifices of God ; that it is 
the first offering in which the sinner is ever ac- 
cepted; that Christ came to revive and bind up 
such hearts. 

In answer to the question, “‘ How is the state of 
your mind this morning ?”’ she replied, ‘‘ No better, 
and I fear it never will be; I have done all I can 
do; I despair of help, but in the sovereign mercy 
of God; if he casts me off forever he must; it will 
all be just; 1 cannot complain; but if he pleases 
to save me, my tongue shall speak his praise for 
ever. If I perish it shall be at the foot of the 
cross, pleading for mercy: I will perish no where 
else.” She was reminded that no sinner ever per- 
ished there. ‘‘ JI have resigned all up to God—I 
have laid all at the feet of Jesus; there is nothing 
worth living for, but to serve and honor God. O 
that I had prepared to die while in health, and 
spent my life in religion.” She expressed a desire, 
that when she was gone, I would warn the youth, 
in her name, not to put off a preparation for death 
till they should lie upon a sick bed, but to attend to 
their souls in health. As she saw her elder sister 
weeping, the said, “‘ weep not for me, but weep 
for yourself; I have been a Wretched sinner, but I 
have given all up to Christ, and hope to find mer- 
cy.’? When told by a friend that she was dying, 
she received it without any surprise or emotion. 
After this she exhibited evident symptons of deliri- 
um; said she felt strangely ; that she had losé all 
her reason, that she could not see! With no other 
decisive indications of the state of her soul she left 
the world. We have hope concerning her. 

I have thought, that the relation of this simple 
story would bea literal compliance with the dying 
request of this lovely youth, that | would warn oth- 
ers in her name. ‘Though dead, she speaketh, and 
utters her voice in the ear of each youthful reader, 
to premonish him of the danger of delay, to impress 
on his mind the reality of religion, and to warn him 
of the terrors of that hour when strange feel- 
ings, the loss of reason and of sight, wil come up- 
on the impenitent sinner.—Pastor’s Journal. 
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From the Massachusetts Journal. 
MURDER WILL OUT. 

How often have the most trivial circumstances 
led to the discovery of great crimes! In the Sa- 
lem murder, the omission of the little word Jr. on 
the outside of a letter, led to the disovery of a trans- 
action which the vigilance of an excited communi- 
ty had been unable to detect; in the case I am 
about to relate, a toad discovered a murder. 

A gentletnan travelling in England stopped at a 
village tavern to dine. The inn happened to be 
opposite a church-yard; and while he was waiting 
for his dinner, he took a fancy to stroll into it, to 
read thie epitaphs, and talk with the sexton, whom 
he saw at work there. 
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ton, ‘* But you are disturbing the dead, hére are 
boues you have thrown out.” ‘ The ground is so 
crowded that it is impossitle to avoid it sometimes.” 
replied the sexton, ‘ and in this case nobody’s feel. 
ings will be hurt. That is the skull of a stranger 
who died here suddenly, and none of his relations 
ever came to enquire about him.’ ‘* Where did he 
die?’ asked the traveller. ‘* He died at that place 
yonder, where a tavern used to be kept. Five or 
six years ago, he arrived at the inn towards night 
ate a hearty supper, went to bed apparently in good 
health, and was found dead next morning. His 
papers gave no clue to his name or place of regi. 
dence, and no one ever came to claim his clothes 
watches, &c. which were found in his chamber. 
The physicains thought he died in a fit in the night 
time,” 

* Poor fellow, he had a melancholy fate,’ exclaim. 
ed the traveller, looking at the bones. As he spoke 
he observed the skull rock to and fro, with a sud. 
den motion; he took it up to examine the cause 
and perceived that a toad had lodged init. In at- 
tempting to thrust the creature out, he struck his 
finger against a nail! ‘This excited his curiosity, 
and on close examination, he perceived that a nail 
had. been driven through the back part of the skull, 
He did not make this discovery known to the sex. 
ton; but in the course of conversation, enquired 
what sort of a character the landlord had borne, 
and whether he still resided at the house he had 
pointed out. ‘ He is a thrifty money getting man,’ 
replied the sexton, ‘I never heard amy. harm of 
him.—He bought a great farm three or four years 
ago, and he resides on it now. His old neighbors 
wonder how he has managed ‘to grow so rich.” 
The traveller made no remarks; but observing 
that he had some knowledge and taste for anatomy, 
begged leave to keep the skull. His wish was readi- 
ly granted. On his return to the inn, the landlord 
corrobrated the story he had heard from the sexton, 
without being aware that his guest had any partic- 
ular motives for enquiring. Having ascertained 
where a justice resided,the traveller waited upon him 
and made known the circumstances that came un- 
der his observation. The Squire was personally 
acquainted with the former landlord, and agreed to 
accompany the traveller to his farm. They were 
very hospitably received, and urged to remain 
through the night. ‘ You seem to be a very pros- 
perous man,’ said the Squire, ‘ every thing looks in 
thriving order.’ ‘ Yes,’ replied the farmer, ‘ Provi- 
dence has blessed me in all my undertakings.’ 
‘ Providence blessed you!’ exclaimed the Squire,sud- 
denly holding up the skull before him, ‘ has’nt the 
Spirit of darkness helped you? Look at this nail!’ 
The guilty man turned as pale as a corpse; and 
covering his face with his hands, trembled violently. 

He confessed his crime and was executed. He 
had been tempted by the sight of a large sum of 
money, which the imprudent traveller had opened 
before him ; he had mixed laudanum with his eve- 
ning draught, and had murdered him in his sleep. 

A few articles of value were left undisturbed in 
the chamber; and as the wound had been careful- 
ly washed and covered with hair,the physicians were 
of opinion that he must have died in a fit. 

For six years, the crime remained undiscovered ; 
the murderer thrived upon his ill gotten wealth; 
and had not the toad moved the skull he might have 
gone to his grave unsuspected. So mysterious are 
the workings of Providence ! 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 
THE ECLIPSE. 

Every body saw the eclipse. It was a fine day. 
Scarcely a cloud was seen in the sky until thee 
vent had taken place. Many who are now young 
may live many years to tell of the eclipse of 1831. 
Yet ere long, the sun of many of your readers may set 
in darkness and their bright prospects be eclipsed 
to all eternity. During the forenoon of the day, 
old and young were furnishing themselves with 





After some conversation, he remarked to the sex- 


pieces of smoked glass, through which to look at the 
sun. He is so bright that no eye can look at him 
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steadily even for a short time. It therefore be- 
comes necessary to remove his dazzling beams by 
the help of a dark glass. At twelve o’clock, all 
around me were gazing at the sun, and as I saw 
them thus engaged I forgot the eclipse and my 
mind fastened upon another subject. None can 
Jook with the naked eye, upon the sun for an hour, 
much less for a day or a year. How then can any 
look upon God who made the sun, and live?’ ‘The 
sun shines for a jittle season upon the surface of 
things, and then his face is hid ae the western 
mountains ; but he who made the sun looks through 
all things. The darkness and the light are both 
alike to him. The sun sees (if we may so speak) 
only outward actions and only such of them as are 
done in the day; but God sees the Aeart of man, 
and knows all his thoughts, and also beholds the 
murders, the robberies, and the deeds of wicked- 
ness which are done in the night. The midnight 
assassin starts and trembles when the moon emer- 
ges from behind a cloud. How does he flee away 
before the sun, and how can he stand before him who 
said let there be light and there was light? Nor is 
itthe midnight assassin, alone, who cannot bear 
even the light which is created. It is even so with 
all who indulge evil thoughts. How then can they 
bear the light which is uncreated? The sun looks 
down upon this world and sees a few of the out- 
ward actions of wicked men, but he does not say 
tothem, unless you repent you must be lost forever; 
and still they cannot look upon the sun—But He 
who made the sun, ¢trieth the reins and searcheth 
the heart and will say to the wicked in that day 
which shall burn as an oven, These shall go away 
into everlasting punishment. 

Those who would look steadily upon the sun 
must view him through something which will re- 
move his dazzling brightness, or as he shines re- 
flected from some other object. So also, those who 
would look up to the Creator of all worlds, must 
view him through the medium of his works, and 
those who come to him as sinners to confess their 
sins, must come to him through Jesus Christ, the 
Savior. 

There was, also, one other thought which struck 
me very forcibly. ‘Those who looked upon the sun, 
when partially eclipsed, could not discover with the 
naked eye that his brightness was diminished—he 
seemed to be a whole sun still. But those, who 
looked through their glasses saw plainly, that a 
large piece was gone, and a black spot in its place. 

Perhaps all your young readers noticed this fact, 
but few of them, I presume thought of any profit- 
able application. God is the great Sun of the Uni- 
verse, and sin is that which shuts out his light from 
the soul. The sinner goes on hardening his heart, 
adding sin to sin, yet he does not realize its enor- 
mity. He flatters himself that he loves God, while 
he is continually casting reproach upon his name. 
His sins appear so small to himself that he cannot 
think that they can ever shut out the Sun from his 
soul. But he, who has seen God, has seen this 
Sun of the Universe in his true character. He 
whose heart has been melted into contrition and 
love by his grace, can see the first appearance of 
sin like the first coming on of an eclipse ; can see 
how dark and hoW dreadful a thing it is. He has 
— a glass, by which he can look at this glorious 

un. 

Reader, would you have sucha glass? ask the 
blessed Savior and he will give it you. Then, you 
may look upon the Sun of the Universe, and watch 
the first approach of the dark spot of sin. And, 
my young friends, when you see its awful nature 
and its tendency to,plunge the soul into utter dark- 
ness, may you flee from it, and make your peace 
with God. 
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From the Family Visiter. 
LEAVING HOME. 

Peculiar sensations are frequently awakened, 
when a father and a husband, who is the prophet, 
priest, and king of the family, leaves his home, 
though it is only for a short time. 





“Father is going,” exclaim the children, and 
run to receive the parting kiss. ‘‘ Good-bye,” is re- 
peated and reechoed again and again; and warm 
wishes for a fine day, a pleasant journey, and a safe 
return, are felt and expressed with sincerity and 
affection. ‘I hope you have not forgotten any thing,” 
says the thoughtful wife and anxious mother, as we 
part at the door, and, as if half afraid to trust me 
in the hand of Divine Providence, the last words 
are, ‘ 'T'ake care of yourself.” 

My musings now begin. Abraham !eft his home 
and his kindred at the call of God, that he might 
flee from idolatry ; Jacob left his home for twenty 
years, because his life was in danger there: the 
prodigal left his home, being weary of restraint, and 
determined to indulge his licentious passions in ri- 
otous living—but I leave home in merciful circum- 
stances, on lawful business, at the call of Provi- 
dence, and hope speedily to return. 

But the children’s exclamation follows me— 
“Father is going!” Yes, my dear children, Iam 
going: you know J have talked of it, it is necessa- 
ry, I am prepared for it, you have expected it, the 
time is come, and I hope to meet you again shortly. 
Perhaps you may soon utter the same language to 
each other, concerning my departure to another 
world—O! may I be able to reply to it in the same 
manner. Yes, my children, should you realize the 
solemn fact, that ‘‘ Father is going” the way of all 
the earth, to leave you 

‘* A little longer in this vale of woe ;”’ 
remember, that he hopes to go to Abraham’s 
bosom, to the arms of Jesus, to the heavenly para- 
dise, to the innumerable company of angels, and 
to the spirits of just men made perfect. All this 
he expects, through the merits of the great Redeem- 
er: and if you also believe in His name, it will be 
his joy to meet you there, to spend a happy eterni- 
ty in a home which we shall never leave. 

And the mother’s anzious hope follows me—Have 
I‘ forgotten anything ?” No, I think not. I have 
thought of all the principal things. Well, really 
tis of great importance, on leaving home, to think 
of the principal things. One of them is to com- 
mend ourselves to the Divine protection ; for how 
uncertain is life, and how various the dangers to 
which we are exposed! How many have left home 
in perfect health, and returned with broken bones ? 
How many have left it never more to return? How 
reasonable, then, whenever we leave home, to im- 
plore a Divine Guard to preserve us in our ‘ going 
out and coming in,’’ and to “keep us in all our 
ways!” And, surely in such cases we should com- 
mend our families also to divine protection ; for how 
many have left their habitation in peace, & returned 
to witness scenes of ‘‘lamenfation, and mourning 
and woe!” But if, by fervent prayer and humble 
confidence, we commend ourselves and our all to 
God, we may go and return in holy security and 
satisfaction, and not be afraid of evil tidings, our 
hearts being fixed, trusting in the Lord. 

And the wife’s parting caution follows me also— 
“Take care of yourself,” is a salutary caution for 
every day, and in every place; for while we trust 
in the care of the Almighty, we should never be 
careless. Our health, our limbs, our tongues, our 
tempers, our conduct, all require our care and cir- 
cumspection. We should take care not to sanc- 
tion any thing that is evil, nor omit any opportuni- 
ty of doing good. How many, in an unguarded 
hour, have fallen into those snares, temptations, and 
errors, which have destroyed their peace, disgraced 
their profession, and terminated in sorrow,reproach, 
and shame! But all our care of ourselves, without 
Divine preservation, will not be sufficient for our 
security: therefore, we should take care to set the 
Lord always before us, to walk in his fear all the 
day long, and in all circumstances of danger tocry, 
“* Hold thou me up, and I shall be safe!” 

**He that hath God his guardian made, 

Shall, under the Almighty’s shade, 

Secure and undisturbed abide : 
Thos to my soul of him I’ll'say, < 
He is my fortress and my stay, 


My God in whom I will confide.”’ 
Common Scenes. 








OBITUARY. 








LUTHER BRADLEY. 

Diep,— In New-Haven, Ct. on the 10th of Feb. 
1831, Mr. Luther Bradley, aged 21. It is about 
three years since this young man became a hopeful 
subject of divine grace. Feeling the claims of God 
to be just and reasonable, and knowing that his own 
highest happiness consisted in the attainment of 
holiness, he yielded obedience to the requisitions 
of the Gospel, and found in Christ a portion above 
all price. This Savior whom he had chosen, de- 
serted him not in his hour of need. His last sick- 
ness, which attacked him suddenly and powerfully, 
prostrating his physical, and deranging his mental 
powers, could not shake him from the strong-hold 
of his confidence and support. The billows of 
temptation rolled in upon his soul, and blackness 
gathered round him, but the eye of his faith rested 
upon God—the God of his salvation, and it was his. 
own language of determined attachment to him. 
‘IT will serve God—I will serve God,” repeated 
several times. For a number of weeks before his 
sickness his mind was peculiarly exercised with a 
sense of the danger of those who were impenitent 
and enemies of God. ‘O," said he, ‘‘] can see 
that they are in immediate danger.” He took pro- 
per opportunities to warn them of the consequences 
of sin, and urged them to accept of Christ. He 
was favored with much of the divine presence, 
and at the !ast communion season he attended, he 
remarked, that it was to him a heaven below; 
that never before had he experienced such delight 
in his soul. He early entered into the Sabbath 
school as a teacher, and continued there without 
intermission up to the period of his sickness. The 
interest he felt for those committed to his charge, 
was great. He did not forget them when on a sick- 
bed, but there his heart’s desire and prayer to God 
for them was, that they might be saved. ‘ Go,” 
said he to a fellow teacher who was watching with 
him, ‘* go to my scholars, if | should die within a 
few days, and tell them Luther Bradley sends them 
an invitation to meet him in heaven, that we may 
spend our eternity together in praising that Sav- 
ior who has died for our redemption.” In his in- 
tervals of reason he was much in prayer, and always 
expressed his sole reliance on Christ, and made his 
merits the only sure ground of his acceptance with 
God. He died on the morning of Thursday, the 
10th ult. He died in the triumph of the faith of 
Christ with all the bright and blessed hopes of the 
Gospel: and now shall we mourn the departure of 
our brother? No, for it is a good thing to die the 
death of the righteous—it is a good thing to sleep 
in Jesus, and rest from all the troubling of the 
wicked. God be praised for the mercy shown to 
him, and let our own souls be encouraged to trust 
his grace, and accept of his salvation, and together 
on Mount Sion we shall sing the song, and share 
the triumphs of our Saviour’s love. 

A Companion, 








NATURAL HISTORY. 


From M’cFarland’s Constantinople 
STORKS IN TURKEY. 

The storks, those most oriental, most scriptural 
of birds, were numerous and familiar beyond what 
I could have imagined—they rarely moved at our 
approach—they were picking with their long bills 
at the worms in the sod by the road side—and when 
they did move, it was not by flight, but by stalking 
in a most stately manner, a few yards off, where they 
would stand and gaze unapprehensively at us, bend 
their necks on their backs or entwine their lengthy 
necks with each other in amorous fondness, 

The tender regard entertained by the Turks for 
most of the animal creation, (one of the strange 
anomalies of their characters—a striking contrast 
to their brutal disregard for human blood and life,) 
is sufficiently known, as well as the fact, that to the 
stork they have a peculiar and reverential affec- 
tion. Few things will displease a Turk more than 
to molest one of these birds. They call him friend 





and brother of the Mosleman race—and when they 
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could yet aspire at conquest, they sentimentally af- 
firmed that he would accompany them wherever 
they should carry their victorious arms, despite of 
the variety of climate, of heat, or of cold. 

These sagacious birds are well aware of this pre- 
dilection—they build their large nests on the 
mosques, on the minarets, on Turkish houses—and 
to them, in their migratory existence, they return 
year afier year, but the nest is never erected on a 
christian’s roof! I have observed in many towns, 
particularly in Pergamus, where they are very nu- 
merous, that in the Turkish quarters they strut 
about most familiarly; mixing with the people in 
the streets, frequenting the open squares in the Tur- 
kish khans, and other places of the greatest resort, 
but they pass not the boundary of that quarter— 
they never enter the parts of the town inhabited by 
the Greeks or Armenians. 

The turtle-doves which swarm in this part of 
Turkey, are almost equally favorites, and equally 
familiar, but their familiarity is less striking than 
that of the gigantic stork. 

Towards sunset, I walked in an open gallery, at 
Pergamus, thence looking over the roofs and upper 
apartments of curious dwellings, I saw before me, 
at a very few yards distance, the lofty, massy, cas- 
tle like walls of the old Greek of Agios Theologos, 
whose rough ridges, covered with their nests, (lar- 
ger than our bushel measures) and whose angles- 
buttresses, and every “‘ coin of vantage,” used to 
be incessantly frequented by troops of stately storks. 
They were always divided into pairs, sometimes 
only the long elastic neck of one would be seen 
towering from the nest, while the consort would 
stand by on one of his long slim legs, and watch 
with the assiduity of affection. Sometimes one of 
them caressing his mate ere he left her, would 
spread his broad snow white wings,and fly away 
to the town or the field,and thence return with a 
large twig of materials for the nest or a supply of 
provisions for his occupied partner. Other couples 
would be grouping on the edges of a stupendous 
ruin, entwining their pliant necks, and mixing their 
Jong bills. I have thus counted as many as,fifty 
couples of storks ata time, upon the ruins, Mixed 
with these large white birds, or issuing from their 
nests, in the crannies of the walls, below those of 
the storks, or flitting athwart the twilight sky, were 
thousands of little blue turtle-doves, forming an 
amorous choir, which never ceased its cooing by 
day or by night. These sounds, and I must add 
the vernal voices of the cuckoos, almost equally 
numerous, used to compose me to sleep, and to 
them I awake in the morning. 
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CONSCIENCE, 

A tender and faithful Conscience is the best por- 
tion which a child or a man can have, except the 
friendship of God his Saviour; and God is not his 
friend and comforter, unless he have such a con- 
science in daily exercise. Without this, the friend- 
ship of all the world, with all the riches and treas- 
ures that God himself can give, leave him yretch- 
ed in this life ; and without this, surely he cannot 
enter heaven when he dies. Let no one therefore 
think it strange, that we continue yet to urge upon 
all children the necessity of keeping a pure con- 
scjence in the sight of God and man. And let it 
be remembered, that if conscience Joses its power 
over the child it seldom regains it when he becomes 
amas. ‘The morning of your days therefore is the 
time for you to listen to these friendly admonitions, 
and form the habit of keeping your hearts and miads 
with all diligence and holy resolution. You will 
thank me, I hope, another day, for giving you one 
more caution, at a season when it may do you good. 

Let Conscience speak to you when you are alone 
with God. ‘The voice of this friendly monitor is 
drowned and lost, when it speaks amidst the din 
and bustle of company, business and pleasure. 
Your mind is then filled and crouded with a multi- 
tude of thoughts ; your attention is then distracted 
by a multitude of persons and objects; the fear of 
man then brings a deceitful snare; the example 





seienlinthecall 


-and solicitations of your associates then hurry you! presenting his gun at his head, exelaimed, ‘‘ Now 


along and allow you no time to think ; and if you| I will shoot you,for you speak of nothing but Jesus,” 
have nota strong and fixed purpose of keeping | Gideon answered, “If Jesus does not permit you, 


close to God’s holy precept, you will trangress. 
You know what I mean. You recollect such 
times and occasions ; and you remember how diffi- 
cult it was to think of God, or his law or the judg- 
ment day. You were borne along as by an irre- 
sistible current; and you did not resist, by the 
strength which omnipotence would have given, 
because you did not “endure as seeing Him who is 
invisible,”and the monitor in your bosom had not 
time to rally his forces or sound the trumpet of 
alarm. 

To remedy this evil, invite him to speak to you 
when you are alone. Retire from the company of 
all the world ; lay cares and pleasures aside ; take 
your Bible, read God’s commandments, search 
your heart, and try your ways, as under the eye 
of God alone. See how your conduct and your 
heart look, when.examined in that light, and hear 
what conscience will say in the presence of your 
Judge. If your conscience condemn you, God is 
greater than your conscienceand knoweth all things. 
If many sins are recorded on the tablet of your 
memory, more beyond all conception are recorded 
in the book of remembrance which is before the 
throne. If your own conscience, which has often 
been siifled and darkened already, brings you in 
guilty, O remember how infinitely more heinous 
your iniquities appear in the sight of Him who 
is of purer eyes than to behold evil. Therefore 
confess your sins to God and mourn over them with 
godly sorrow. There, befure you leave your closet, 
on your bended knees and with broken heart, plead 
for the pardon of sin, and for grace to resist temp- 
tation in every future hour of trial. There, too, 
while prostrate before the Lord, give‘ yourself to the 
service of God, and form resolutions of new obedi- 
ence in the strength of Him who giveth to the weak. 
Then go forth into society and to the duties of 
the day, remembering the vows you have made in se- 
cret. And when the world is bustling around you, 
turn your thoughts back to the closet, and re- 
vive the impressions which then were made upon 
your soul. There are those who “ walk with God” 
in the very hottest furnace of temptation. The 
secretof their great strength lies here—they daily 
cammune with God and their own hearts in their 
closets; they look often at their sins in the light 
of God's countenance; they put their hand into 
the hand of the Good Shepherd in the morning, 
and he guides and upholds them all the day. When 
they are ready to faint in the race or the bat- 
tle, they cast at least one glance on the eye of 
their Helper, and lift up an ejaculation to Him 
for help. ‘‘ Behold him present with his aid.” 
By him they “runthrough a troop ;” by the help 
of their God they “leap over a wall.” This help 
and victory, children, may be yours, if you will 
regularly visit your closet, and humbly implore 
the aid of Israel’s God. 

I am afraid that some children do not think much 
about their sins in private, that they seldom go alone 
to talk with Conscience, and even allow themselves 
to do wicked deeds when they are not exposed to 
human eyes, which they would not dare commit 
in the presence of their parents or of children 
like themselves. But this shows a most alarm- 
ing stupidity of conscience and hardness of heart. 
When conscience is alive and wakeful, it speaks 
louder in solitude, like a bell when the house is 
perfectly still. Ifa person ever hearkens to this 
monitor, it is when he most feels that God is looking 
on, and that is always when no one else is present. 
Children, if you are so hardened already by your 
sins, that you fear man more than God, what will be- 
come of you when you “grow more vile in wick- 
ed ways,” and grey-headed in stupidity and trans- 
gression? Be entreated then to take my advice, 
and immediately commence the practice of retir- 
ing often to your closet to talk with Conscience as 


in the sight of God. 


eae 
The power of Christ.—Gideon, a converted In- 
dian, was one day attacked by a savage, who 




















you cannot shoot me.” The savage was so struck 
with this answer, that he dropped his gun and went 
home in silence. 


—p— 

Atheism is folly, and Atheists are the greatest fools in nature : 
for they see there is a world that could not make itself, and yet 
they will not own there is a God that made it. 
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—————= 
From the New-York American, 

Some months ago Dr. Cogswell, of Hartford, Ct., eminent as 
a physician, and beloved asa man, died. His daughter was deaf 
and dnmb—but, through the blessed agency of that system of in. 
struction, which must ever rank its founder, the Abbe de |’ 
Epee, among the benefactors of the human race, her high capaci- 
ties of intellect, and the pure and glowing affections of her heart, 
were fully developed. The attachment between this father and 
daughter, under such circumstances, may be conceived, The 
mournful evidence of its intensity is to be found in the fact com- 
memorated in the poem,that in a few days after her father’s death, 
she too died : ‘ther heart had so grown to his that they could not 
be separated.” 

The poem was not written for publication ; but having seen it in 
the possession of a friend, we could not but desire to lay it before 
our readers, and we were happy in obtaining permission so to do : 

The following lines, from the pen of Mrs. L. H. Sigourney, 
were addressed to a sister of Miss Alice Cogswell, not long after 
her decease, and were accompanied witha letter, from which the 
fpllowing is an extract :—**To know the departed as I knew her 
in the expansion of her fine intellect, in the first warmth of her 
ingenuous and ardent affections—to witness her thirst for knowl- 
edge, and her delight in acquiring it—was sure to lay the foun- 
dation of no common attachment. Nevertheless, we ‘ sorrow 
not without hope.’ ‘To the gain of those we mourn, our thonghts 
should strive to rise. In such contemplations may you find solace 
for your deep afilictions. Will you, dear friend, accept a few 
lines suggested by meditating, while alona last evening, on what 
our departed friend might be supposed to say, were she permitted 
from the abodes of bligs, to address the objeets of her fondest 
earthly regard ?”” 

ALICE, 


Sisters !—there’s music here— 
From countless harps it flows, 
Throughout this bright, celestial sphere, 
Nor pause nor discord knows, 
The seal is melted from-my ear 
By love divine ; 
And what through life I pined to hear, 
Is mine !—Is mine ! 
The warbling of an ever-tuneful choir, 
And the full, deep response of David’s golden lyre— 
Did the kind earth hide from me 
Her broken harmony, 


| That thus the melodies of Heaven might roll, 


And whelm in deeper tides of bliss, my rapt, my wond’ring soul? 


Joy ! Iam mute no more ; 
ly sad and silent years, 
With all their painful toils, are o’er ! 
Sweet sisters ! Dry your tears :— 
Listen at hush of eve—listen at rising day— 
List at the hour of prayer,—ean ye not hear. my lay ? 
Untaught, fed ate org it came, 
As light from Chaos beam’d— 
Praising His glorious name 
Whiwse blood on Calvary stream’d : 
And still it swells that highest strain—the song of the Redeem’d. 


Brother! My only one— 
Belov’d from cradle hours,— 
With whom beneath the vernal sun 
I wander’d when our task was done, 
And gather’d early flowers,— 
I cannot come to thee! 
Though ’twas so sweet to rest 
Upon thy gently-guiding arm, thy sympathizing breast— 
Tis better here to be. 
—No disappointments shroud 
The angel bowers of joy ; 
Our knowledge hath no cloud, 
No limit, no alloy ; 
The fearful word to part 
Is never breath’d above ; 
Heaven hath no broken heart ;— 
Call me not hence, my love ! 


Oh, Mother! He is here, 
To whom my soul so grew,* 
That when Death’s fatal spear 
Stretch’d him upon his bier, 
I fain must follow too. 
His smile my infant griefs restrain’d— 
His image, in my childish dream, 
Ando’er my young affections, reign’d, 
In gratitude, unutter’d and supreme. 
But yet till these effulgent skies burst forth in radiant glow, 
I knew not half the unmeasur’d debt a daughter’s heart doth owe- 
Ask ye, if to his soul the same fond thrill is given ? 
Oh, yes;.and filial love remains anchang’d in Heaven! 
I bend to soothe thy woes— 
How near thou canst not see ; 
I watch thy lone repose— 
May I not comfort thee ? 
To welcome thee, I wait :—Blest Mother, come to me! 
* Soon after her father’s death, Alice said, that her heart had 
so grown to his, that they could not be separated. 





